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Summary:
You are Ashley.

With Andy spending more time with his hussie, you feel yourself dying of boredom.

What better way to entertain yourself than see what all the fuss is about?

It, uh, wasn't exactly what you were expecting...

Work Text:
Another fucking amazing and lonely Friday night, all by yourself.

Just cause Andy couldn't get enough of sticking his dumb cock in that fat whore.

'Oh no, I'm recovering from an eating disorder, this is a totally healthy weight', what a cunt, she should've cut her wrists right.

Maybe then Andy would actually spend time with you...

Whatever

Fuck Andy and his land whale "girlfriend", they can go choke for all you care!

It's not like you picked up the Hyper Death Gore Deathsplosion of Death 3: The Redeathening to watch with an older brother or anything like that.

Hell, you ordered pizza AND didn't threaten the delivery boy, not even a little!

(Granted, you did use his money, but it's the thought that counts!)

Waste of a brother, ruined your whole damn night, not even three fingers in your cunt watching a guy's head explode made you feel better.

"Ugh, stupid cocksucking hussie!"

Yeah...you're not getting off tonight, yippee.

You contemplated screaming and crying and maybe break some plates to guilt Andrew over leaving you all alone during an "episode", but lately...

Well, lately everytime you pull that particular performance, like goddamn clockwork, that fat assed whore shows up, talking stupid about 'rekindling your friendship' until you put her in her place.

You really, really don't want to see her fucking face anytime soon...which is exactly why you have the brilliant idea to go see her right now.

If they're gonna ruin your night, you might as well ruin theirs!

Or at least see what must be oh so important to drag Andy away from you.

Can't just walk right up to her dorm room, not after the thousandth time of having to be removed by campus security.

God, couldn't they take a fucking joke?

You break into her room one single little time and suddenly you're a "criminal" and a "menace" and "probably some rapey stalker".

You roll your eyes thinking about how pathetic normies are, you're so above them they might as well be worms.

At least you don't have to break into your room...well, not currently.

But whatever, you have everything you need to sneak around.

A pair of Andy's old jeans, cracked binoculars you swiped from a pawn shop when you were twelve, and Andy's old hoodie he used to where from about thirteen until a year or so ago, it still smells like his smokes, probably cause you hardly wash it.

After nearly forgetting to grab your keys, you make your way down the stairs and onto the streets.

It's cold as balls and you'd have worn the hoodie even if you didn't need a disguise, the chill makes you shiver even under it.

You wish you had change for the bus, thank you parental units, for being absolutely useless.

Well, there was one nice part of walking to campus, the most direct way took you right by that old warehouse.

Oh, what you would give to shove that fat cow in a box and hear her choke, that would teach her to take things that didn't belong to her!

You giggle as you feel a fire in your belly warming you, this was definitely the best idea.

Hitting the edge of campus, it was practically deserted, nice, now no one would ever spot you and go blabbing to Julia the cow who would blab to Andy who would be so fucking annoying about it, ugh.

At least you don't have to think about that for too long, spotting her dorm building and, right next to it, an old ass, big as shit tree.

Just perfect for get right up to her window, you should know, you've done it often enough, covered by enough branches and leaves to give you plenty of time to plot that big tittied bimbo's untimely demise.

You've had to fight the urge so many times seeing her get in the shower to not just rush in there beat her lifeless, Andy should praise you for being so well behaved.

The climb is practically nothing, how ingrained it is by rote memory, scuttling into the privacy of the leaves, slowly, carefully making your way to look through the hussie's window.

And when you get there...um...the fuck is this Andy!?!?

You have to blink and shake your head over and over but, nope, you haven't finally cracked, it really is your dearest beloved big brother getting his ass fucking destroyed.

Holy shit, if she wasn't such cunt, you'd gain a whole new level of respect for her, damn...she's really going to town...maybe you should...

"Ashley!"

The throaty scream nearly makes you lose your balance, oh fuck! Oh shit! Did they see y-

"A-ashley!!!"

Wait.

Oh.

...

HUH!?!?

That's definitely not talking to you, recovering your postion and taking a better look, you realize Andy is wearing some really slutty clothes, they look like some hussie's shit or maybe...

That goddamn faggot! No good fuck of a brother! He's wearing your clothes! You were even looking for those panties earlier!

...not that he doesn't look good in it, but he could've at least asked, yeesh.

(The irony of that while in his clothes you definitely didn't ask for eludes you.)

And that top! Sure, you hadn't even thought about wearing it until now, but you definitely won't after that fat cow had her slutty hands all ov-

...um?

UM!?!?

For the millionth time in a handful of minutes, you think you must be seeing things, but no.

No, those are absolutely tits. Small tits, sure, but still tits.

...why does Andy have tits?

You may have barely graduated high school, but you know enough that guys don't just grow tits!

It's not like he's some kind of ladyboy or whatever...right?

A part of you wants to flee and pretend this has all been a bad nightmare from watching shitty horror films, another part wants to bust in there and start screaming.

You do neither.

Stuck there.

Watching that whore grope Andy's tits, making him moan and arch his back like some kind of floozy.

The fire in your belly is an inferno now, uncomfortable and confusing, and then

"Ashley!"

Holy shit

Clear as day, that's Andy moaning your fucking name, your name, not that cow's.

Jealous rage blazes inside you, how dare that fat fucking hussie steal your brother!!!

Enough is enough, you're gonna rip her fucking throat out!

That goddamn land whale is gona regr-

"Ashley!"

Heh?

That...that wasn't Andy, you're, like, a hundred percent sure that wasn't Andy.

But that couldn't be right.

No way would she be saying your name, not after how many times you've told her to kill herself, that would be better off without her.

Absolutely no way.

But...

You've gotta hear what they're actually saying besides screaming your name, if you were just a little closer.

All you need is to just be a little bit closer.

Just a little more and-

"FUCKS IN HELL!"

Shit, you barely kept from falling three damn stories, congrats on not dying.

Clinging to the windowsill of the hussie's dorm room, you can barely hear it unlock and open over the pounding in your ears.

Looking up, you see the mortified faces of your dear brother and his floozy, at least they're not yelling at you...yet.

Giving your best, most charming grin, you greet them,

"Hehe, oops?"